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ROBERT KELLY 


f ro m The State of Siege , part One of America vs Time 


(#3) 


Portsmouth where the treaty was signed § the great fleets 
stood in the roads. 

The hotel. Mikado § Czar 

a fabulous peace. 

Plattsburgh where the ferry. 

Calais stone shaft over the friend of a friend. 

Two thousand acres, Loon Lake. Taft Cabin on 

Mansfield. 

Road up as old as the hotel, a century in ’58. 


These powers were delegated to the people. 

Sam Abrams we had no right under that illumined steeple. 

Sergei Vladimirovich Pastuhov 
did not sign the treaty. 




(# 5 ) 


Eating everywhere § everything but the 

dropped apples lie on the road. 

She sang as we drove past 


Apple Apple, 
Apple Apple 


smell of the profligate fruit 

coming up from under the crushing wheels. 


Only there 
the visible 
stars, 

Beyond Elmendorph's Inn on the open field 
thanked God for this place 

Whereof the history 
is written 


in occupants of the respective pastorates 

§ the persistent 
estate of the late 
Col. Livingston. 


I. B. M. 



with honor to John Wilkins’ 

Essay towards a Real Character, and a Philo - 

sophical Language. 


the roads are qualities 
divide themselves 
§ head. 

Other directions. 


(George used to tell me the tallest thing in Great Falls, 
Montana, itself the largest city in six states, was the 
colossal talking statue of Smokey the Bear.) 


the original 
Annandale: 

Woolen mill, no trace of it. 

Across the fork, brick chimney of the chocolate factory 
up out of tempering sumac. 


Zabriskie’s pines. Later. 


Miramonte burned two days. 


white man. 


Put out your fires, 









(# 10 ) 


’’Last night we drove to Lusk, Wyoming.” 


Knowing nothing, she sought to be 
impregnated by the god, 

you simple 


woman. 


Do I know what I f m doing, America. 

America the old god made young again/ 

the Prick of Dionysos, the ^li^/^nam- 

given over to the keeping of Hipta, sensual insolent mothering 
sky, 

before all earth. Lyknites . 


(lignam. 

licnam = Leichnam . 

Was Lyknites 

neither of wolf nor winnowing 
fan 

but called of that thresher to hide the name of the simple part 
seeks her out 
in Lusk, Wyoming, 

god of women, sun of her internal sky 
§ takes her there. 

Or America is Hermes. 

Ponderosa. Sequoia. Calumet. Nez Perce. 

§ west of the Hudson nothing, 
nothing at all. 

I could see her in Lusk, Wyoming, 
her blue shirt open, her breasts bare to the 
god or whoever 

would be up there at that hour, at that 
longitude. Of time. Or the moon. 

Over the new 
teeth of the Rockies 
his cloak on 
fire 

eastward 

Hermes 

soars. 

Kiss her lofty sloping forehead. God of Virgins. 






(# 12 ) 


Why everything written about America is such crap 
is that America like everything else 
must be handled with objectivity $ reverence, 
never the one without the other. 


Stephens cared 

enough to make plaster models, gave his book 

"To my friend John C. Cruger" 
on whose island so much of the Yucatecan 
plunder once reposed. That was a story. 

Another man built Miramonte. Someone remembers 
the last ladies of Cruger f s island, drove with their 
willing slave white coachman all in terrible poverty 
every Sunday to 

Holy Innocents. 

Someone remembers when Mr. S- 

hung girls up by the wrists in his 
scholarly barn. 


As the equinoctial sun at its setting 
appeared ever through the stone doorway. 

Someone always remembers. 



(# 16 ) 


This round 
of earth 
I need 
you all 

§ seldom 
fall 

where the 
lean no 
vember sun 
heats the 
city 

fails 
§ eats 
the colors, 

this round 
of all 
come back 
again 
now I was 
here 

from all be 

ginning, 

stood 

at the foot 
of Daimon’s 
chair 
§ watched 
his hands 

spread 
what 
flowed 
from them 
§ held 
its peace 
in his 


( 2 ) 

There is no history. 


The passage of a thing 
immemorial. 


An apple ripens, 
they say in Spanish 


past that 


it goes to sleep 



(#18) 


Great warm beast of the horizon 
humped like a man 
bleeding tender blood 


We came here 

where nothing was. It was the 

opening into this 
from another world 

When we got through the door 
we went separate ways 
only to meet at the end 
of civic time before the empty 
altar of the center, 

place of emergence. 

Each carried his emblem 

$ the names we call them by are not their names. 

We came here 
lured by the curves 

or woman-like deep 
of the horizons, 

cloud shapes 
instant with covenant, 

our blood lured 
successively 

level after level 

into life into tribe into nation into 

"Lived in peace in the Country 
13 years and signed no papers 
for my own aggrandisement. 

But in the hour of this Country 1 s 
distress --- forsook allegiance 
to my own to follow her 
fortunes to the War - 

August 27 th 1861" 




The tender blood 
rises § falls 
makes flesh full 
cities, fall 

spews me out 
a century later 
looking at the 
same sky, 

wanting 

the nobility of the promise, 

or a capacity 
to cope with it 
myself alone. 

Eagle. Crow. Lizard. Snake. Tortoise. Skunk. Tobacco. 

The shrivelled pouch 
they give us, all the 
herbs of the tribe 

flowering grasses of our names 

whereby life 
would be an 
honor 

§ that pursuit 

of the distances 
a trust 

"To the United States 


or the people of these 
United States 


If I fall take care 

of my wife Jane Maries 

379 First st. Williamsburgh 

and my child at the same 

house aged 1 year and 11 months" 


Those cold streets 
to which he would 
only in some sense 
come back to leave 
west after west 
away 


to an opening 
we could all 
believe in 
ever again. 





Uttermost west. It was his business. He came here 
§ lived in peace 
knowing something else 
all the time, 

knowing Our hearts are torn with partings 

He wrote to Jane, 

he followed the lines of cleavage in his heart. 

As we all do 
year after year 
nation after nation 
finding a 
west away 

"I go in Col. Berdan’s Regt. 

1st New York Sharpshooters. 

Lieut. Hasting’s Co’p’y, 

No.2 in said 

Co’p’y.” 


(To the memory of my great-grandfather Samuel Jason Maries, 
born in the West of England or the Marches around 1820, emi¬ 
grated in the 40s to Long Island, invalided out of the Union 
army in '63, disappeared in the Sind a hundred years ago this 
more or less month. The line quoted is from one of the two 
of all his poems that survive.) 


Robert Kelly 








Daniel D. Teoli Jr. 
Archival Collection 



from GRAVES REGISTRY 


Part I: Korea - Japan, 1950-53 


’’Graves Registry”: A Joint Service Operation that comes 
in after battles, § wars, to count 
the dead, identify bones, draw up 
a total of what has been lost . . . 


by 


Keith Wilson 


Aus dunklem Wein und Tausend Rosen rinnt die Stunde 
'rau sell end in den Traum der Nacht. 


Note: All German epigraphs are 

to be found in The Lay 
of the Love Death~ ~ of' 
Coronet Christopher Rilke 
by Rainer Maria Rilke. 


















• • • We in , leuchtend 
in eisernen Hauben . Wein? Oder 
BTut?--Wer kanns unterscheiden? 


Some thing is coming. 

A significance, growing, emerges 
from the deep green water, slick 
with oil. At first it shows a low shape, 
resembles a shark, or a killer whale: 

long § dark, with fins 

Nearer the surface, a glow of blue, 
a gleam from the cockpit, sense 
of someone within--a paleness 
viewed through uncertain light. 

The increasing apprehension, uneasy 
excitement. 

It’s free. The cables of the straining crane 
draw taut § the water opens, parts with suction 
§ gurgles 


--the plane, wings shorn off, body 
intact, is lifted, gleaming, blue 
paint freshly wet into the bright 
sun of Tokyo Bay. 

Pilot § gunner sit stiff 
in their proper places; radioman 
below, can’t be seen, the awareness 
of him alone is there 

each has his goggles set, heads 
leaning slightly forward against 
the restraining straps. Lenses 
wink dully. 

Then in the vanishing water 

in the bright air flesh slides off long dead 
skulls, the helmets shrink § collapse 
out of sight as the hook drops the TBM, looking 
almost new, on the waiting barge. 

NB: an autopsy revealed 

the pilot was killed 
by one piece of shrapnel 
which neatly severed 
each vertabrae in turn, 
the gunner § the radioman 
were alive when the plane 
hit the water. 











R § R, Korea 1950 


On the beach party from the carrier 
lying off Kwajalein, a haze of 
bluegrey smoke rising from her: 

the men. drinking cheap shipboard 
beer, forcing themselves to live 
it high under the hot sun. 

beyond them, the clean white 
of the Shore Patrol. I, 
their officer, hoping 

for no trouble, know better 
§ watch one redhead run 
crazy through a hammerlock 
my SP has on him 

see the fury in his face 
dissolve to wonder § shock 
as the pain of his shattered 
elbow hits him 

give the orders § watch them 
carry him, fainting, to the boat 
hospital bound 

--walk on, poking into the brush, scaring 
the io-r£ hill girls; § the men they drew 
shuffle off, anger of gold braid 
in their eyes. 


there it is. 

a rusted .45, clip in, 
hammer back, safety off. 
in its way, dangerous 
as a handgrenade, there 
since World War II. 

I carry it uneasily, hiding 
it from the men (who need more 
attention now, beer hitting their 
minds, breaking loose with whoops 

see my SP's trying not to hurt 
them, pity on their faces, a little 
envy 

giving orders, trying to get free 
long enough to give that weapon 
a decent burial. 


Battle Scene 


... ganz in Waffen 

Along the coast heavy clouds of dawn 
bucked and heaved, arteries of flame pulsed 
subsided 


aboard ship, signal flags 
popped in the wind 

§ slowly the amphibious squadron took station; 
the flagship, dead center of the formation, 
moved slowly, then faster 

quiet intensified, 
no one spoke, the ship scuttled 
its 11 knots across a passive sea 

Gunflashes grew vivid now 
but still they heard only the engines of the ship, 
the wind. A cruiser, lying off a small island 
rocked, fired in heavy salvos 

their LST followed 
the breeze-whipped Flag 
straight for the beach 
§ the guns . . . 

He’d been watching his face, 
speaking to him occasionally, 
sensing the recruited strength. 

The boy rarely answered. 

The guns could be heard now. Low, distant. 

Heavy 8” whooms! lighter 5’s, auto 3’s 
from the cruiser. A few destroyers also 
popped away when suddenly a round from the beach 
burst off the bow into a 
yellow flower 

the kid broke, no real danger 
but he broke. It was in 
his eyes, in terror 
he edged for the hatch 

The officer stopped him with his voice. Quick, flat. 
The boy looked about ten standing there, the wind 
from the open bridge tugging his hair. 

Come back here, he said. The boy did. 

Stand here by me, he ordered. He did, close. 

They went through the action that way § neither 
was afraid. 







high noon 


little Korean village, by the 
Yellow Sea, full of drying squid, 
kids, the people follow with 
hunger in their eyes 


three officers, spitclean 
in pressed khakis, warm parkas 


to take the bite off the si 

pringtime 

cold, out walking seeing t 

ne sights 


Only one was armed. A Colt snuggled in smooth 
leather, slapping the outer thigh, loaded 
but no round in chamber, flap of the holster 
closed. 


a gun has a speaking voice, did 

you know that? a quiet 

certainty looking out of the muzzle 

$ then it speaks 

a gun at the side, always a concern: a charged 
field, a potential, like the sex between a man’s 
legs. 

Three officers out walking in the sun, 
easy, safe as only Americans (or Romans, 
long ago) can be safe, untouched by hunger, 
eyes seeing sights, quaint brushes with 
unreal picturepostcard suffering, out 
walking 


§ suddenly 

. the street. 

lined witn 

thin watchful men 


silent. 


hatred passive. 


The young officer, hand drawn halfway down 
to the living gun, stopped. The motion was 
enough. Men stirred, then froze--a new 
possibility intruded; they watched the hand, 
cocked, ready--in fear--to strike. 


slowly they walked, no 
retreat, down every footstep 

of the street, eyes upon 

them, the bright yellow openings 

in the buildings ahead drew 

them, hungering 

That they made it is no concern, that 
they turned into sunlight, free, muscles 
of shoulders relaxing, sudden laughs 
























the mistress 


and there was Akiko. 

her child's face, her hatred 

of all Americans, save one: 

whom he held in his arms, 

Akiko. vision of a dead brother 
blown to pieces in front of her 
his brains on her dress. 

he, four, she, ten. 

Akiko f who was ashamed 
not of loving but of 
forgetting 

while his own dead 
floated the Yellow Sea 
burned slowly in planes, 
died gasping, jagged holes 
in their chests 

they held each other 
through horrors higher 
than language, built 

a brightness to curtain 
the blue, newly made cannon 
nightmare bombs stamped "U.S.A." 


Und da sctiamt er sich fur sein weisses 

-- Kleid. 

Un d mochte weit un allein und en Waffen 

- — sein. 


Ganz in Waffen. 










December, 1952 


--Korea 


Back to the combat zone. 

Ships, exactly stationed, at darkness 

their wakes catch white fire, long graceful lines 

blue stacksmoke, fading to night 

red battle lamps, men walking, 
ghosts in the chain lockers, 
old chanties sung in the small watches 
of morning 

Nelson, battle signals snapping , 

coming about, broadside ready 

Farragut, headed in . . . 

the snores blazing with light 

exploding shells a terror^" 

the calm voice on the bridge 

Skeleton crews, prize ships , 

returning to Ur of the Chaldees, swords raised 

gleaming before the dying sun 

A blue U.N. patch on the arm, a new 
dream. One World. One 
Nation. 

Peace. 

The old bangles, dangled 
once more, always working, 
buying allegiances 


stabbing 

tracers hit a village 

the screams of women, children 

men die 

It is when the bodies are counted 
men see the cost of lies, tricks 
that blind the eyes of the young. Freedom . 
Death. A life safe for . The Dead. 

Casualties are statistics 

for a rising New York Stock Market-- 

its ticker tapes hail the darkeyed 

survivors, and cash registers 

click, all over the nation, these men 

deceive themselves. War is for. The Dead. 
















The Flag 


barred with blood, 
blue of virgins, all 
of them, Aztec Corn Mother, 
ancient Lady of the Earth, 
Holy Woman 

White, with the color 
of purity 

a piece of cloth 

tattering in the Eastern wind 



Cargo 


Sailing on, orders for Sok To, north 
of the Bombline. Our LST loaded gunnel 
to gunnel with high-octane gas, ammo 

"A gook with a .45 
could sink us,” a boatswain 
mate says, glancing down 
at the darkening water 

Headed in, through the slim channels 
islands blackening to either side, 
the shore batteries unseen but sensed 
nothing to shoot back with 


a bomb, 

a torpedo--Long Slow Target, with 
orders. 

About midnight, reading a. chart 
by masked flashlight, speaking in whispers, 
though the engines are loud in our ears, 
steaming through the tightest passage, 
Communist shore to starboard, our island 
to port when 


heavy shore rifles cut loose 
shells whirr overhead, the young 
helmsman ducks, is straightened 
by a snapped order 

§ the island explodes 
blazing gasoline 
bursting munitions 

Then U.S. jet engines swoosh $ napalm douses 
the shore batteries in standing waves of fire-- 

somehow the screams , the dying got lost 

The chart is brilliant in light 
we sail on, walls of red 
to either side the dying 
fight back 


we, steaming on, 
carrying our own deaths 
deep in our bellies. 







hiroshima . hiro - 
shimai Hi-ro- shi -ma. 

I, an American, try 
to say that word, to 
pronounce it like 
my Japanese girl, turning 
my tongue on it 
as its own streets 
turned Sj twisted, 
radiating outward 

--to speak, through 
this sign, what 
it is to be american, 
japanese in a century 
of terror 


my face it 

shapes itself to tongue: 
her eyes gleam back, mirrored, 
I speak the word $ see 
--oval eyes, a burned cheek, 
trace the scars 
with shaking fingers 






commentary 


After the raid, the bodies 
are lined on the beach. We can 
see them across the way, the living 
standing beside them in their white 
robes, the wind hitting in gusts 
across the separating bay 

that these men died 
that our guerillas shot them 
down in a darkness 
is perhaps not so important 

God kills, they say 

justifying man’s ways 
to those patterns they 
see surround them 

deaths. lists of victims 
in a language the uncle 
back home couldn’t read 
if he saw it, whose enemies 
are always faceless, numbers 
in a paper blowing in the 
Stateside wind. 

How many bodies would 
fill a room 

living room with TV, soft 
chairs § the hiss 
of opened beer? 

We have killed more. 

The children’s bodies alone, 
would suffice. 

The women, their admittedly 
brown faces frozen in the agony 
of steel buried in their stomachs, 
they too would be enough 

but aren’t, are 

finally not piled high enough 

the cost of war must be paid, bullets 

made for firing, fired. 0, 

do not dream of peace while such bodies 

line the beaches § dead men float 

the seas, waving, their hands 

beckoning 

rot, white bones 
settle on yellow bottom mud. 



truce 


Now the pace changes. 

Ships come home, cruisers 

their stacks still, blow 

no more blue trails across the sea . . . 

Truce. 

§ no more green 
wakes, swirling white 
bubbles shining 
blades, turning 

Uniforms in mothballs, 
gold braid tarnishing, 
ribbons stuck with stars, 
faded emblems. 

The Flag , dreams . 

Factories, burning 
with orange smoke, cut 
steel plates with blue 
arcs, welders patch up 
the weapons 
of war 

dream. 


... und die sechzehn runden Sabel 

die auf ihn zuspringen , Strahl urn Strahl , 


sind ein Fest. 

Erne lachende Wasserkunst. 





















8 POEMS BY LARRY EIGNER 


(to recogn 


w o r 1 d w 


a n i m a 


state 


of n a t u 


only the thought 
renews it 

touching a 
distance we 

shall overcome 
the sunset 

leaves are borne by branches make 
all ways sunlight or moonlight 
i z e nothing the motionless 

charge the strip of sun 

i d e through the stars 

from east to west silent 
types of water 

1 in places or time 

is not strained 

from a faucet neither 
underground sound 

is towards the horizon 

e ) birds 

singing 
time of day 
a bush 

but then on the wing 

they cry 

eager enough 
to use our eyes 
in love 

a far blue wall 
or tangent 

no billboards 
in the sky, we may walk 
the limits of jobs, not too much 

listening, sing 

somewhat, learn 
what to do with ourselves 


smells like heavy industry if you go 
out to the road 

motor flying parts 

die 

with your cross eye 

be the convertible look 

up under the trees 
blur to make birds fast 

compound shape 
letters in my chest 
the sudden freshness of 
cemetery gates 
you imagine anything 

the heights of 

woman 

stone 

burial up to the branches 

sharp bushes, some oak grows 
What is 

planting canoes 
The lake holding 
all that noon the whole way 
Night is the same season 

star off to a slight haze 

the clouds 

faces on end like hills 
move with us 

flowers it says spread 
the sky to the window 
stain 

downward how each house 
is burning 
slopes infringe you 
a sign begins 

the day’s lip 

greyhound 

or the tramp of grass 

a truck brings cows to the restaurant 

way off the road indoor 
pool 

flattened by the walls 

man drivi-ng in a 
horse that’s a cloud tossing 
and frozen 

flags 


speechless 


0 emptiness 
of stone well 
water 

there's no bottom 
for it 

the earth is spreading 

to be drunken 
in the wind 

the round tree 
plant beside 
this space 

the clouds' traffic 

the ripples below distance 
where it does not reach 

like the road 

afford bare 

glimpses of itself 

a few echoes 
disappear 


at a blow over 



the water is the sky 
the sky water 
in cloud 

the loon is 
upside-down 

motion, the 
vertical 

air meets itself 

resting 

or plunging 

flying in water 
for the fish that swim 

auk hawk 
wing 

grasses wavering 
and bent rays of light 

grebe 

nest held afloat live 
stems 

feathers in the stomach 
it looks buoyant 


geese duck 

the singing from the leaves 
the warmest blood in the world 

hunger hungry night 
eyes 

parts 

of small mammals, cast 
out 

or the fish made to feed 
and emit matter as light 

or some form 
a time of cloud 

vague stillness of 
settled wind 


foxes stepping 
about the tent 

g-bird 

to make music around 

sound beyond the leaves 
other than the rain 

darkness we might imagine 
coming down 

firefighters* grim 
obj ect 

a bulkhead past the horizon 

as of tinkling music 

the dogs the cocks 
the fishes 
cries in the water 
sealed off from us 

let eyes be 

no torrent slight 
tilt of this river 
reflecting also 
what is rooted along 
its banks 

and opens quickly enough to 
the sun but 

with no increasing weight 

a dreaming sparrow 
makes song a way 

no fire 

bright from the moon 


hop 

the jump 
rope 
snarled 
2 

in one 

looked a good deal of 
success from a distance 

and in deed the swift 
easily disentangled 

cooler than a bird’s 
blood 

not much in the way of language 
to figure out 


the fun 

just repeated 

like that 


possibility 

is a fact 

from the random 

before carelessness hardens 

some worried as to rain 

sleep back in mind, as a dog’s 
or bird which otherwise chirps 

builds nests eats 
the same stuff may be 

if you jump 

tandem, together and 
at one time, so as 

the rope is made 
to pass under both 

you are able 

ready or not 
at the word for go 


Thoughts come up 
and go off 

(reflections of buildings 
standing near water) 


children 

come 

bringing 

in 

verse 


birds like 
electronic the 

outdoors 


cold bladders 
in the dogs of winter 
streets 

the trees still different 
different years 

a squirrel comes 
to mass 


The dog starts 
then goes across 

That was where 
the sunlight was 


( Asia had 

a plane in the air ) 


Life, and then 

the instantaneous 

to be conscious of it 

what a moment is 

size 


Larry Eigner 
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